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THE STORY OF FRANCE AND H

Jry History Treated From the Human',

.: lartesman.

Side and Made an Interest-
ing Narrative

BCHOOLBOY once sald that he;madp his headquarters at what i now

would like history If there
i wasn't so much of it. To a
certain extent that is also the
nplaint of the average reader. It Is
..* province of a history to be complete,
.1 that very completeness means the
‘. irdening of most people's minds with
nass of material that cannot be ab-
bed.
\ new history of France by H. E.
.rshall is soon to be published by the
orge H, Doran Company, however, In
lch an attempt has been made to
nihate the cause for this complaint.
ille the volume is large and the data
nplete snough for the layman, It Is
| simply the story of France and
= rulers, told In a narrative form.
ench history Is so full of tragedy
11 romance that the author had plenty
material at hand to make hls work
hd llke fictlon rather than dry as dust
story.
With anecdote and story, personal de-
riptions and sidelights on the char-
teristics of famous people Mr. Mar-
oMl carries his readers along cheerlly
d chattily from the time of the Gauls
' the fall of the Second Empire and
» present republie, only touching the
:h spots of fact and skimming lightly
er the surface of deep political
! arasses.
begins with a pen picture of the
L on thelr way to attack Rome,
e attack which had for one of Its
atures the famous eplsode of the geese
ving the alarm that saved the cltadel,
wcribing the Gauls he says:
One July day long, long ago, under a
qe and cloudless sky, a host of flerce,
!d warriors passed through the sunny
1ds of Italy. These warriors were falr
d tall, Thelr eyes were blue, thelr
Ir and mustaches long
ey were gayvly dressed and gleamed
h gold., The huge swords and shlelds
lch they carried were decorated with
d, gold collars were about thelr
ks, gold bracelets upon their arms,
1 from thelr shoulders hung cloaks
hrightly checked and striped cloth,
These warriors were the Gauls. As
y passed onward the people of Italy
1 before them in terror, and towns
it thelr gates agalnst them. But
» vast host swept on, leaving the peo-
in peace. "We march to Rome!"
y cried. "It Is agalnst the Romans

ne that we fight; all others are uurl

ends."

it {s in little known incidents like the
‘owing that the book abounds:
“harlemagne began hls conquests by
rching into Germany and destroying
mysterious idol called Irmen's Col-

m. For three days the Franks
wred destroying this column and
mple amld fearful heat beneath a

1zing sun, The summer had been so
)t that even the streams had run dry,
tl\"e‘f the Franks were weary with heat
= v tnirs. and scarcely able to work.
i Hen suddenly It seemed a miracle hap-
yened. At mldday the dried up bed of
. rlver all at once began to flow with
vater, so that every soldler In the army
48 able to quench his thirst. After
his the Franks completely destroyed
rmen's Column and the sacred wood
which surrounded it. Many of the
‘axons then allowed themselves to be
naptized, and taking streng hostages
vvith him Charlemagne marched away.
1'ut the BSaxons were by no means
stbdued, and for thirty-three years
C:larlemagne had to fight them agaln
wnd yet again.
The st~ ¢y orossing of Willlam
to FEngland reads like
fstory., While Willlam
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the Inn near Cabour he gathered an
army from all classes for the Invasion
of -England by promises of English land
and spolls,

At length all was ready. But the
weather was bad, and for a month and
more the ships lay walting for a falr
wind Then the goldlers as they lay
idle began to grumble among them-
selves,

“Mad and foollsh is he who seeks
to possess himself of another's king-
dom,” they said. “God Is angry with
such, and shows His anger by deny-
ing us a falr wind.”

When he saw the discontent of his
soldiers the Duke too grew anxlous.
But at length a failr wind blew. One
September morning the sun rose in
splendor. Soon all the camp was astir.
Joyfully the men flocked to the ships,
All day there were trumpet calls and
nolse of shouting. Then as the after-
noon sun sloped to the west the great
fleet salled out Into the open sea, and a
shout of joy went up from 60,000
throats,

The Duke's ghip, the Mora, led the
way. It was a eplendid sight. The salls
were colored, and upon them were
palnted the three llons of Normandy.
Upon the prow there was carved a
golden boy with a bent bow in his hand
leanlng forward, as If eager to reach
the English shore. From the masthead
fluttered the banner gent by the Pope,
und there tgo gleamed a huge lantern
as a gulde to all the fleet.

The Mora salled much faster than the
other ships, and when morning dawned
It was alone upon the empty sea.

Duke Willlam then ordered the mas-
ter of his ship to cast anchor and sent
a sallor to the masthead to look {f there
were any ships In the distance.

The sallor went and returned. *“I
see only the sea and the sky,” he sald,

Nothing daunted, Willlam ordered a
good breakfast to be served to all on
board, with plenty of strong spiced wine,
When breakfast was over the sallor was
agaln sent to the masthead, Shadlng
his keen eves with his hand from the
bright morning licht he gazed for a
minute or two In gllence, There was an
anxlous, breath'ess pause, Then with
a shout he cried, "I see four ships!"

A third tlme the sallor was sent to
the masthead. This time he had no need
to look long. *I see such a number of
ships,” he erled, “#o close together that
thelr masts seem like a moving forest.”

Then anxious hope wag turned Into
Joy, and followed by the whole of his
great fleet, Duke Willlam salled on and
landed at Pevensey without hindrance,
For there was no on: to guard the
rhores, for King Harold was far away in
York fighting another enemy,

As Duke Willlam leaped eagerly
t¢hore he stumbled and fcll, At once
a murmur arose from all around. “Ah!"
they cried, “what an evll slgn 18 this?"

But T"'uke Willlam sprang up qulckly,
end showing his hands tull of turf, “Ry
heaven!” he eried, “I have seized Eng-
land with my two hands.”

Then one of his men sprang forward
a~d tearing a handful »f “hiteh from a
cortaze ran with It to the Duke. *“Sire,”
he cried, “of this land I glve you an
earnest, Without doubt the country .s
yours."

“In God's name T accept It,” sald the
Duke,

The tragedie story of the Mald of Or-
leans 18 told without any frills what-
ever,

Fur away from the sounds of war In
a little village called Domremy there
lived a young glrl called Joan d'Are.
The wars which had made France a
desert had never reached this village,
but soldiers came frorn time to time who
told the sad story of loss and ruin. Men
and boys left the village to go to fight.
Bome never returned, Others returned
wounded and disheartened, They all
told the eame tale of towns In rulns, of
desolate country, of lost battlefields red
with the blood of Frenchmen,

As Joan llstened her heart beat fast,
tears rose to her eyes. She longed to do
something to save her country and her
King. But she was only a weak girl of
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17. Bhe could neither read nor write.
What could she do but pray? 8o she
prayed very earnestly to God and His
saints that they would help her beloved
country.

Joan thought and prayed so much
that at lengtn 1t seemeda to her that sne
heard volces whisper to her, *“Joan,”
they sald, “go and dellver the King of
France and glve him hack his kingdom
Put on the courage and armor of a
man and lead the armies to victory,”

8o Joan cut off her long halr, dressed
herself in armor, and mounting upon a
warhorse she set out upon the long an:l
dangerous journey half across France
to Chinon, where the Dauphin was, 1t
wag a terrible journey for a young girl
to venture upon, for the whole country
wns full of rough soidiers and robbers,
hut Joan was not afrald,

She reached Chinon In safety and
after much trouble was allowed to see
the Dauphin. Among all his courtlers
she knew him at once, although to
prove her he tried to hide himself among
them,

At the coronatlon of Charles she
#tood beslde the altar holding the white
standard bearing the golden lilles that
she had adopted as her flag and which
was destined to become the French
royal emblem,

Next spring she agaln led her soldlers
into the field. But at the slege of Com-

plegne she was wounded and taken

“Folltow my White
Plume’ Cried Jfenry

prisoner. Then for a year Joan suffered
cruel Imprisonments. Hoth the Bur-
gundians and the English hated her.
They feared her, too. Bhe was a witch,
they sald, and It was from the Evll One
she drew her power. Bo they resolved
that she should dle. After a long, cruel
and unfair trial they condemned her to
death. On May 30, 1431, she was burned
to death In the marketplace of Rouen.

Yet the king for whom Joan had
worked and suffered did nothing. He
ralsed not a finger to save her from a
horrible prison and a ghastly death,

Probably no other historian ever made
Henry of Navarre appear In a humorous
light, In this story of France, how-
ever, he certalnly does cut rather a
comic igure when plctured as coming
to the throne so poverty stricken that
he could not buy mourning and had to
wear his dead King's clothes. In thils
wise does Mr, Marshall describe Henry's
sore stralts:

Beldom has a King In coming Into his
kingdom found it in greater confusion.
Henry of Navarre had to fight for hils

throne, and he had to fight in poverty,
for his tiny kingdom of Navarre Bup=
plled him with lttle money. He had
not even money enougn with wnicn to
buy clothes. He could not have worn
mourning for the dead King had he not
tuken Henry IIL's own clothes and had
them made to fit himself. How then
could he pay for an army to fight his
cause?

He had not enough soldlers to go on
with the slege of l'arls, so he moved
away to Normandy and took possession
of Dieppe. This was of great use to
him, for Queen Ellzabeth had promlsad
hlin help. And in Dieppe he found a
port by which he could recelve the sol- |
dlers ‘vhich she sent to him.

It was the ninth war of religlon which
had now begun. And very soon the
sklll and bravery which Henry showed |
won many hearts for him. Province
after province ylelded to the new King, |

At length Henry won a great victory
at Ivry. The army of the League was
much larger than Henry's, But in the
hour of danger the King was ever gay
and courageous. It was a cold and
windy March morning, the ground was
heavy with raln and dark raln
clouds drove overhead. But gloomy
though the day was, it dild not damp
Henry's spirits. |

he wore a great white plume, which
the March wind tossed this way and
that. Upon his horse's head there was
another,

“Comrades,” cried Henry,
with us! There are your foes! Here
is your King! Up and at them! If
you lose your standard follow my white
plume. You will find It ever on the
road to honor, and, please God, to vic-
tory."

Politeness on a battlefield and the
etlguette of combat seem to have
reached the limit In the incldent he re
lates concerning the battle of Fontenoy.

It was a terrible battle, and even the
French, who won, lost 7,000 men, It
Is one of the greatest victorles ever
won by the French over the British,
Louis himself was present, and the
Dauphin also. Never since Poitiers had
the King of France fought with his son
beside him. Never slnce the days of
St. Louls had a French King won a
great victory over the British, and it is
strange to think that it was left to one
of the least gallant of French kings to
win this one.

Yet at Fontenoy
commanded -by an Invallll, Marshal
Saxe. He was so 1ll that he could not
#it on his horse, but was carried in a
litter.

At 5 o'clock on a May morning the
fight began. For four or five hours the
cannon thundered. The British fire was
terrible, yet the French withstood {t.

Then the British leader ordered the
infantry to advance. On they marched
in spite of a murderous cross fire, which
mowed them down whole ranks at a
time, until they almost reached the
French lines.

The English officers saluted. “Gentle-
men of the French Guard,” they cried,
“Fire!"

“Iire yourselves, gentlemen of Eng-
land; we never fire first,” replied the
French. 8o the British fired. Almost
the wkole first rank of Frenchmen fell.
Agaln the British advanced. Agaln
they fired with such deadly effect that
the French gave way before them.

An Interesting bit near the very end
of this story of France is the pitiful
incident of how Napoleon 111, heard of
the collapse of all his ambitions through
the lips of a newsboy, When Napoleon
saw that a further defence of Bedan
was a useless waste of life he sur-
rendered to the King of Prussia.

The King of Prussia accepted Na-
poleon’s surrender, but his terms were
hard, He demanded the surrender of
the whole army as prisoners of war, to-
gether with all arms and baggage,

Crushed though he was, Napoleon
could not at first make up his mind to
submit to these conditions and he re-
solved to sce the King to try and get
better terms. 8o at b o'clock next morn-
ing he set out. But as the Emperor
drove along he was met by Bismarck.
Together they turned aslde Into a little
weaver's cottage which stood by the
road to talk.

At first the talk began in a tiny room
upstairs, but it was dirty and close, so
after a time, as the morning was clear
and sunny, Blemarck ordered two chalrs

“God I8

the French were

to be brought out to the front of the
cottage. And there the fallen Emperor
and the triumphant statesman finished
thelr talk.

It was of no avail and the terms re-
malned the same. The King sent his
royal prisoner to Germany to the castle
of Wilhelmshohe, where once his uncle,
Jerome, had played at belng King of
Westphalia. 8o the last Emperor of the
French passed out of his country for-
ever, a captive.

Napoleon went sadly on his way. But
he was not yet without hope. He was
atlll Emperor, he was still a dreamer,
The Empress would make peace, he
thought, and he would return once more
to France. But these dreams were soon
at an end. As the train stopped at a
station on the way to Wilhelmshohe the
newspaper boys were excitedly yelling
the news, “Fall of the Empire! Fllight
of the Empress!"

It was in this way that Napoleon 111,

Gallant and gay and every Inch a learned that the empire for which he
King he looked as he rode up and down hnd schemed and plotted had gone from

in front of his troops, On hls helmet

him forever,

'Complex Politics, Taking in Many Cen-
turies, Simply Told, So All
Can Understand

Before Napoleon left France he had
been allowed to send a telegram to the
Empress. It was very short. “The
whole army is defeated and captive,” It
ran, “and I am a prisoner.”

This was the first news of the awful
disaster to reach Paris. Bhortly before
some one came to the Empress with the
rumor that the Emperor was a captive
The Empress had a warllke spirit. She
had urged her husband to the war, never
doubting of success. Bhe would not now
belleve In the disgrace of surrender.

The Emperor a captive! With flagh-
Ing eyves she turned upon the gpeaker,

“You lie!" she cried. “He I8 dead'"”

A little later the telegram was handed
to her.

TOOK THE CLUB WITH HER

“You'd be amused to hear how everp
member of our club was Induced to come
out to this suburban place and settle, my
dear,” sald Mrs. Van Alstyne to the ol
chum who was visiting her. “Last time
you came to see me I lived In Brooklya
and thought I would die there. Well, =»
did every member of our bridge club, and
every one of them lives here now. Would
you like to hear the story?

“Well, this particular real estate agent
had been after me for monthe, 1 de
think the place I8 lovely. Fred was will-
ing to come, it would be fine for the chilk
dren, but T hated to leave the club. We
did—we do, have such splendid times.

“Well, the agent wormed the real rea-
son out of me., They are persistent, yos
know, And he sald:

“*‘Take the club with you'*

“I told him it was Impossible,

“*Try it," he insisted.

“He offered to give us a br ge party,
all the club members out here, as guests
of the company. He would send a ma-
chine that would take us all out and bring
us back,

“And then he talked so much about sit-
ting on the piazza, with the lovely view
stretehed before us, that 1 began to think
it would be nice. He even offered to fur-
nigh refreshments, and his wife promised
to send a splendid five story cake for one
of the prizes. My dear, you've no idea,
unless you've met one of them, how per-
sistent these real estate people are
They'll do anything to sell you a lot!

“Well, the club members all agreed to
o, and It certainly was lovely to sit on
the porch and play bridge and look at tha
view all at the same time, Of courss
they drove us all around the property
first, and the agent showed us the plot ha
sald I was going to buy—only I took
another one afterward—and he showed
the others places that would be fine for
homes and, would you believe, all got sa
enthusiastic until T thouzht they would
all buy plots then and there,

“And you ought to have seen the cake
he presented me. He said it would do
for the booby prize. But I said It was a
shame to glve it to the worst player, 8o
Mrs. Bertle Jones and I—we had Eot up
the party—agreed to divide It, and we did
it up in the box to take home.

“When we got packed In the machine
to g0 home agaln, priges and all, we had
an accldent half way to the city, A tire
burst. So we had to pile out and take a
traln home, and the prizes and the cake
too were left In the machine, to be sent
down by express the next day. Yes, the
agent offered to do it all. He even pald
for our ticketa to town.

“And the next day everything came
down but the cake, Wa never Kot that
lovely cake. No one seemed to know
what became of It. I really belleve the
boys In the garage ate it up. It was a
peach.

“And the agent felt so sorry about it
that he offered us another party in two
weeks, His wife would bake us another
cake too. And she did. By that time
Mrs. Jones and 1 were looking at lots, and
we bought them and bullt our houses the
next spring. That was two Years ago.
And those bridge parties got to be a reg-
ular thing, every two weeks, untll every
member of the club got so In love with
the place, and so used to It, that they've
all bought lots. They all live here now,
except two or three, and these come up so
often to superintend the houses they are
building that they might as well live here
all the time,

"'And the company's bridge partles?
VE ell, no. They don't give them any more.
Not to us. I believe the agent has an-

other set of women he's bringing up to
bridge parties now, Rome people Mrs
Bertle Jones Introduced him to. She's Rot
awfully Interested in the place lately, I
tell her she must be making some money
out of It. 1 don't know whether the
agent's wife bakes ¢ iies for this new set
of women or not. Perhaps she does.”
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